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and cookies, before putting the chickens in to

roast. In the meantime her grandfâther re-
turnéd with the fowl, picked and -cleaned ull
ready for the dreising. Ili a comparatively

short time, Stell-a had everything in ýorder.
Earl in'the afternoon she was for the-first

time in- her life re-ally tired. Her gran(ffather
lirged lier to regt a while. All through the

forenoon the snow feR in crisp white flakes,
but thé wind had-ch-anged, and a low drift pre-

vailed, -filEng every track and' crevice and
W--lïi-ýled --àbo-- -ut tâe doois --a-iÏd--win--dow-s--.--

Going ito lier beà, Stella slept for over an
hour. Getting up refreshed, and more cheer-
ful , than ever, and donning lier best dress of
blite homespun 'Cloth, over w1hich she pinned a

pinkand white pinafore, she flutteréd around
arranging the table for supper. -Her grand-

father in his'corner was finishing a couple of
smalil ' manikins. Everything in readiness,
S tella paýsed the time watching nim and care-
fuly "brushing the tiny chips and dust into the
open fireplace. SeveraL litt-le bundles of long

narrow strips or chil>s, hung ab,)ve the chirn-
ney served as maitches , (which were not t.hen

thought of).
ý, ýQn the white covered table, which was

nicély decorat ' ed with bunches of evergreens,
dotted with frè'shly picked holly, two stotit
yellow candles, unlighted, stood in theïr carved
wooden holders. A smaller one, lighted, stood

on the kitchen window-sill
It wa-s- not until about n*,.rà o clock that

night that Stella's spirit began to lag. Heï-
grandfather, in his corner, had finished Éle
last manikin, and she had brus-hed the last
speck of dust into the fire; no: a word was


